FEAR

hand. There was no knife in it. Slowly the mists of sleep
rose from her brain. A dream, nothing but a dream in
which she had called aloud for aid and had awakened
him. But why was he gazing at her so intently?

She tried to laugh.

"What's up? Why this serious mien? Fve only had a
nightmare."

"You cried in your sleep, I heard you from the next
room."

"What could I have said? How much does he know?"
Thus ran her thoughts. Irene dared not look him straight
in the eyes. But he was unwontedly quiet in demeanour,
and merely continued to gaze down at her without a
smile.

"What's the matter with you, Irene? Something's
wrong, I feel sure. You've not been yourself these three or
four days past. Seems as if you had a touch of fever,
you're so excitable, so unstable, and calling as you just
did for help in your sleep. ..."

Again she endeavoured to laugh the matter off.

"No," he continued. "You must not hide anything
from me. Got anything on your mind? Someone bother-
ing you? The whole household has noticed the change in
you. Trust me, Irene, my dear."

He slid nearer to her, and she felt his fingers caressing
her bare arm, while his eyes were aflame with a strange
light. She longed to cling to his strong body, to make a
clean breast of her troubles, now, at this very moment,
when he knew that she was suffering.

But the electric lamp shone down so unsympatheti-
cally, illuminating her face so vividly, that shame over-
whelmed her.

"Don't worry, Fritz," she said, again trying to force a
laugh. A shiver ran the length of her body. 'Tmjusta
trifle overwrought. It'll pass."

The hand which had been ready for an embrace with-